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behave a bit quieter, or we'll quickly settle with you ! '
told me."
From the commander's dug-out Gregor went into the
trenches. They zigzagged through the forest some fifty
yards from the bank of the Don. A growth of acacias and
young poplars concealed the yellow mound of the breast
works from the eyes of the enemy. Communication trenches
connected the front line with the blindages where the
cossacks rested. Outside the dug-outs were grey heaps of
dried fish skins, mutton bones, sunflower seeds, melon skins
and other remnants of food, and on the branches newly-
washed socks, linen drawers, leg rags, women's shifts and
skirts were hanging. From the first of the dug-outs a young,
sleepy-eyed woman thrust her lank-haired head. She rubbed
her eyes and looked around unconcernedly, then disappeared
like a marmot into the black gap of the opening.
From the next dug-out the sound of quiet singing was,
coming. A muffled, but high and clear soprano voice was'
mingled with those of the men. Outside the entrance to the
third an elderly, neatly-dressed woman was sitting with the
grizzled head of a sleeping cossack resting on her lap. While
he was comfortably dozing she was nimbly searching through
his hair and killing the black headlice on a wooden comb, or
driving off the flies that settled on her " old man's " face.
But for the angry rattle of a machine-gun on the farther side
of the Don and the muffled explosion of shells coming from
upstream one would have thought a band of woodchoppers
was resting in the forest, so peaceable was the appearance of
the insurgent company.                                                       $
Never before during five years of war had Gregor seen*
such an extraordinary front line. Unable to restrain his
smiles he strode past the dug-outs, continually coming on
women attending to their husbands' needs, mending clothes,
washing their linen, preparing food and cleaning utensils.
" You're pretty comfortable here, aren't you! " Gregor
said to the company commander as they returned to the
dug-out.
The man took offence at the remark. "We mustn't
grumble," he replied.
" A bit too comfortable ! " Gregor frowned. " Get the
women out of here at once. Is this place your own yard or
a village market ? The Reds will be crossing the river and j